RECOLLECTIONS   OF A PLAYER
ence in the performance that I now reproach myself with having on more than one occasion tried to laugh him out of his indisposition and persuade him to act.   I remember, in one place, it was nearly time to go to the theater, and I waited for him at the hotel where we were living, and said, "Come along, Charley; it's time to go to the theater " ; to which he replied, with tears in his eyes, "For God's sake, Governor, don't ask me to act to-night; you don't know how ill I feel."    It was the truth, for he never played again.   It so happened that a friend for whom he had done much years before was at the same hotel, and insisted on taking him in charge. The company moved on in the morning} leaving poor Harris with his friend, and the next time we saw him he was in the Chicago Hospital.   We learned that there was no hope for his life.   Some members of the company visited him every day, and he wanted for nothing.   Throughout all he was brave and uncomplaining, and the nurses at the hospital were untiring in their attention and so gentle in their 237 our party encountered upon212              '<
